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	1. Chapter 1

ATS here! A sudden strike of inspiration has hit me, and I present to you, the first chapter of (hopefully many) Bingo! I don't own Hetalia, since otherwise that show would go from comedy to yaoi faster that you can imagine.

* * *

><p>Chapter 1 of Bingo! By: A True Shipper<p>

* * *

><p>Summer, to most people, is a time of joy. Sunny days without a single cloud to be seen in the blue sky that reaches the horizon and beyond. Nature in full bloom and the delightful smell of flowers. Long beaches full of happy people celebrating the death of winter by swimming and sunbathing.<p>

All of this, unless you live in England.

Sure you have a long holiday just like the people who live anywhere else, but instead of all the lovely weather, you get rain.

And if the rain pouring down from the cloudy sky most of the time is not enough to bring you down, then the warmth, or the lack of it, will certainly ruin any plans of picnics or visits to the beach.

Arthur Kirkland was one of those poor unfortunate souls who happened to live in the land of eternal bad weather.

It wasn't as big of a thing for him, in fact he quite liked just staying inside. A few days just reading books and sipping tea like a stereotypical British person was no problem for the blond, and since the summer break had just started for him, he was happy to finally have some time off from all the studies at his university.

Arthur was 19, and for the holidays, had returned to live with his grandmother in a lovely little suburban house. His parents died when he was just a toddler in a car accident, and ever since he had lived with grandma.

Grandma Bethany was not some weak elderly person. She was 68 but still went out for long walks or exercise, even if it was raining. In fact she had to drag Arthur out of his room regularly so the boy wouldn't just stay inside for days straight. She also was an active bingo player, and had a reputation in the neighborhood for being the best in it. Arthur had no idea how Bethany kept bringing in prizes over and over again even though the game is mostly all about luck.

One Thursday, a week after the break had started, Arthur noted how Bethany was acting strangely excited.

"Grandma, is something the matter?" Arthur asked the woman who was looking oddly cheerful when she was cleaning the kitchen.

"Oh Arthur, have I not told you yet?" Arthur shook his head in response.

"Well, the local bingo club is hosting its annual grand tournament today. This year, the main prize is a Villa in Plymouth, all yours for a month!" She exclaimed, grinning from ear to ear.

"Seems like quite the prize!" Arthur replied and continued to dust some old pictures on the self.

"It is, but I don't really fancy living so far from all my friends and family here in Liverpool. It's quite isolated actually, and even though you can bring one friend with you to the villa, I doubt any villa could beat home." Bethany said. Arthur laughed a bit, Liverpool was very important for Bethany, she hadn't been further than Ireland from her home town and knew tons of people.

"Well if you don't want to live In the villa, why do you want to participate?" Arthur asked.

"For fun of course!" She laughed warmly and Arthur did as well. After their little cleaning/chatting session Arthur returned to his room to keep reading a new book he borrowed from the library. It was a sappy high school romance, but the thing which _actually_ kept Arthur reading it was the fact that the main couple was a gay one.

Arthur liked men, it wasn't a big of a secret to anyone. He wasn't the rainbow flag-carrying activist, he didn't want to exactly be remembered as "the gay guy", but as Arthur Kirkland, a full person with also other characteristics than the fact that he liked men.

But he did sometimes feel under-represented in literature, and every couple ever seemed to be a straight one. This was why he even bothered to read the mediocre "_Roses and Pencils_". He was already disappointed with it, but since he had nothing else to do, he kept reading.

He kept reading for a good while till there was a knock on his door. "Come in!" He said and lifted his gaze from the book. The door opened and Bethany walked in.

"Arthur, the bingo is starting in thirty minutes, we should get going." Arthur gave her a questioning look and said the same thing he was thinking:

"_We?_"

"Well dear you have to come with me, after all such a big bingo game only happens once a year!"

"I don't want to go." Arthur replied automatically.

"Come on, it will be fun! Bingo is easy to play, you could participate too!" She tired convincing Arthur.

Arthur really didn't want to go, but Bethany gave him a pleading look and soon enough, Arthur gave in and accepted her offer. She smiled brightly and said she would be waiting outside.

Arthur sighed. He wasn't exactly a competitive person and the bed he was laying in was amazingly cozy. However he already had promised to go, so he reluctantly stood up and walked to the hallway. He put on his green raincoat and boots, since it was raining.

The two walked the kilometer to the Bingo Club to find it full of people. There was a hall with five long tables full of people, mostly middle-aged or elderly. Arthur took a bingo card and filled it with some random numbers he came up with. Arthur sat down to the end of a table with Bethany, and a few minutes passed.

Arthur wasn't exactly looking forward to the bingo session, but some of the others in the grey hall certainly were. He let his gaze drift around the hall.

Then, a loud announcer voice echoed through the hall. Arthur snapped his gaze to the direction of the sound.

At the other end of the hall was a stage, on which there was a man in a wheelchair, apparently the game host.

"Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen, are we ready for some bingo?" He shouted with a megaphone and the crowd replied with a loud "YES!" and laughter. The man in the wheelchair then proceeded to explaining the rules of the game, which everyone already knew.

After a little bit of info, the game was on.

Arthur knew his chances of winning the bingo were almost nonexistent, but decided to pay attention. After all, if he got just those five numbers required in some form of a line, he would get to live in a villa for a month. And it was always worth a shot, right?

The game host had a big black box with all the numbers from 1-90, and Arthur watched him pull out one.

"27!" Arthur heard, and crossed a mark over his "27" in the left corner of his card.

"65!" He smirked and crossed that one as well.

The next number were 11 and 90, which he didn't have. Arthur could feel the tension in the room building.

"39!" Arthur crossed it. He only had to get two more numbers to get a full row from the left corner to the upper right corner. He was excited now; there was actually a chance for him to win! He tapped the pencil on the table excited.

"22!" His shaky hand crossed it. '_Just one more number_' he thought, nearly bouncing in his seat. It was unlike him to get so worked up about something like bingo.

"69!" He was certain his heart stopped for a split second. He didn't bother crossing the final number of his line. Instead, he jumped up from his seat, almost knocking it over, and shouting;

"Bingo!" He was shaking now. His brain was on overdrive, he had won! Won! But he realized that at the same exact moment as he had shouted the word of victory, another person had as well.

Arthur turned to look at the source of the sound. At the other end of his table he saw sharp, blue eyes looking at him.

Arthur froze and kept staring at the boy. He was maybe around his age and had thin, rectangular glasses. His hair was a soft light brown and he had gray jeans and a black hoodie on, the hood pulled back.

Silence.

Who had won?

The silence and whispers dragged on painfully long. The host was discussing with some other people in the back of the stage.

Arthur kept staring at the boy, gaze locked on his eyes.

"Erhm…" The game show host broke the silence and turned everyone's, also Arthur's, gaze towards the man.

"I would like for the two lucky winners of our bingo to please follow me!" He exclaimed and gestured to the door next to the stage.

Arthur looked puzzled, but a little push from Bethany woke him up. He grabbed the bingo card and started walking awkwardly towards the door. He went through the gap between the tables and had almost everyone looking at him.

Arthur didn't like being the center of attention. He was a bit shy and he felt almost threatened by the looks people were giving him. He walked slightly faster and reached the door. He had seen the other boy and the game host get there earlier, they were much closer to the door anyway, but was still surprised to see the two in the little office.

It was a small office with a desk and two seats. It felt almost barren and lonely.

"Please, sit down." The man in the wheelchair said and gestured for the other seat. Arthur sat down on the seat, next to the other boy. He was looking at him, but as Arthur's green eyes met blue, the blue ones turned quickly to the man in the wheelchair.

"Hi, I'm George, the game host." The man on the other side of the desk said smiled a bit.

"Arthur."

"Alfred, a lucky winner!" The boy next to him laughed sounding a bit nervous. He also had a distinct American accent.

George chuckled slightly at Alfred's words and continued:

"It seems we have two winners. But just to be sure, can I have a look at those cards of yours?"

Arthur and Alfred robotically gave their cards to George.

Arthur looked at the man who was busy looking at the cards. What if he had heard wrongly? Maybe he didn't win anything at all... The thoughts swarmed his brain.

"Well, I am happy to tell you both that they are correct." George said after looking at the cards for a bit and smiled. Arthur's and Alfred's face both turned into a small smile as well.

"However you both must be thinking how does one split a villa for two winners, huh?" George said and laughed. Alfred did slightly as well, but it didn't pass on to Arthur.

George noted Arthur's neutral face, and continued.

"Well, I suggest this." Arthur was all ears.

"The main prize was the villa for a month and a person to bring with you for the trip, all expenses paid." Both boys were listening closely.

"I thought that you two could spend the month in the villa together."

Arthur's eyes went wide. A month with a stranger in the middle of nowhere? What were they thinking!

"Sounds good!" Alfred exclaimed too loud and Arthur looked at him.

"I don't have anyone to bring with me, and since I just moved here, it would be a great chance to get to know each other."

'_But he barely knows my name…_' Arthur thought and questioned how anyone could be so ready to just, spend a month with a stranger.

"Good." George said and turned to face Arthur.

"What do you think Arthur?"

Was he just supposed to know that? He had no idea what to answer. The rational side of him said that it could be a bad idea, Alfred could be a total asshole. But the other side told that those blue eyes could be trusted. And living like a king in a villa would beat sitting in a dusty house in Liverpool any day!

Then, he stopped thinking too much and just blurted out:

"Sure."

Both George and Alfred smiled and he was given a few papers to sign. Meanwhile George gave them the details.

"You will leave by bus this Sunday, and will return after a full 30 days. We will hand you both keys to it. The villa is next to the sea and is a bit isolated. If the weather ever gets a bit better than this I would recommend you try out the nature path here and here…."

As George kept talking Arthur was unsure if he should be regretting his decision to go. He really felt like this was too much for the shy bookworm he was. On the other hand Alfred did seem like a nice guy. He had first seen him a bit over five minutes ago though, so he didn't want to get his hopes up just yet. But as he saw the boy talking with George he really couldn't take his eyes off the brown hair. Arthur didn't even realize he was staring until he was asked something about the trip and he snapped out of it.

"Earth to Arthur, this is Alfred. Hello?" Alfred said as he waved his hand in front of Arthur's eyes.

"Yes, what is it?" Arthur replied, dazzled.

"Let me repeat it for you. The bus leaves at 7:30 am and the trip back as well. The trip will probably take most of the day. You think those times suit your schedule?" Arthur suddenly felt his cheeks go slightly red for some inexplicable reason as he looked into the serious blue eyes.

"Yeah…they are fine." He mumbled.

"Great!" Alfred jumped up from his chair and smiled brightly.

"See you on Sunday!" he said and before Arthur could say anything more, the boy was gone.

* * *

><p>So, what do you think? I tried to not have grammar errors, but you are blind to your own mistakes. Feedback is appreciated!<p> 


	2. Chapter 2

I should have probably done the 1000 other things I have to do instead of writing this... But hey, if you feel like writing, write! it's more fun like that.

Anyways here it is!

* * *

><p>Bingo! Chapter 2, by A True Shipper<p>

* * *

><p>Arthur kept thinking about Alfred and the trip for the rest of the day. Even though he chatted about the bingo victory for ages with Bethany (who thought Arthur's good luck in bingo had just passed down from her to him), he was a bit spaced out.<p>

His thoughts wondered about the villa, the bus trip, but they especially kept coming back to Alfred. He tried to divert his thoughts to something else than the color of his hair, but failed. It was exciting to be kind of forced into all of this.

Even though Arthur had some friends, they had all been friends with him for a long time. His friend from childhood, Kiku, had said that Arthur needed time to form relationships. It was very true; Arthur was shy around new people and only really opened up to those he knew well. But that was why being forced into a house with a stranger for a month was scary yet fascinating;

He would get to know Alfred, whether they ended up as friends or foes.

And this lack of choice made it interesting.

The next few days were agony. They had no real content, anything important that happened on the Friday or Saturday always involved something with the trip, like packing stuff, calling his friends about it or promising Bethany he would come back home in one piece. Kiku had told him to have fun, but to keep in touch in case he really would be stuck with some idiot for a month. There were butterflies in his stomach when he went to bed at Saturday night.

His alarm ringed way too early the next day, but unlike usually, he actually got up the first time his alarm clock started ringing.

He was ready for the world in less than 30 minutes, the time usually spent on pressing the "snooze" button.

He had thrown on a red sweater and a white tee underneath, along with light gray jeans. He found himself styling his usually low-maintenance hair longer that early morning. Long enough for him to panic about the time and eating three pancakes in record time. He hugged Bethany and after their goodbye he ran to the bus station.

However since he was carrying a ton of clothes and bags with him he barely made it. It was 7:20 when he finally got to board the long haul bus.

He looked around to spot Alfred at the back of the bus, and they made eye contact. Alfred smiled brightly and gestured Arthur to come join him at the back. He happily obliged and sat down at the last row of the almost empty bus.

The bus was supposed to make it to Plymouth at least by tomorrow, and it was not going to stop anywhere. It wasn't a big bus; two seats on both sides of the little passage from the front of the bus to the back and a bathroom at the end next to them. There were no meals, so Arthur had to bring his own. Otherwise, it was a very normal bus trip.

"Hey!" Alfred said as Arthur sat down.

"Hi!" Arthur said, out of breath from the running.

Alfred gave him a little time to catch his breath, and continued:

"This is so awesome dude! I've never won like, anything, and now I get to go to a villa and a cool trip and all!" He explained, grinning.

His smile was infectious, and Arthur grinned too.

Since there were three seats at the back, they made the one next to the bathroom a storage area for all their packed lunches and dinners and random bags. There were overhead compartments, but Alfred said he already stuffed them full of his luggage.

"How much stuff did you bring with you if it takes our entire storage space?" Arthur asked jokingly.

"Well, I brought a few bags of crisps and sweets. And some board- and card games!" He smiled and offered some chocolates for Arthur.

"Thanks, at least we won't get bored if this weather continues like this." Arthur said, biting into a small chocolate bar.

Arthur couldn't understand how Alfred could talk to him like they were best friends so effortlessly. And even more confusing was how Arthur himself didn't shy away from his idle small talk.

However both had slept far too little, and the conversation died down as Alfred fell asleep leaning to the window of the bus. Arthur didn't bother fighting sleep either, and leaned to the stack of bags on his right.

Time passed and as Arthur woke up again, he saw a rare phenomenon.

The sun!

'The universe must think this is funny…' Arthur thought, annoyed. The one day he is supposed to stay inside a metal can for 10 hours, the sun comes out.

He looked at the still sleeping Alfred. He looked peaceful in his sleep, and he snored very quietly. The Brit smiled and opened the little booklet about the villa. He had read it through so many times already, but now that he was actually going there, it was worth reading again, right?

He read the first sentence of the booklet only to be distracted by a silent "Hi." from his left.

Arthur nearly had a heart attack from the scare and yelped slightly as he moved away from the sound.

Alfred burst out laughing and Arthur only now realized that the voice had actually just been Alfred. He was not exactly as amused as Alfred, but the joy on the other's face was enough to bring him to a small smile as well.

Alfred laughed at least for a minute straight, and finally calmed down enough to say:

"You should have seen your face!" and started chuckling. "Shut up…" Arthur muttered and playfully elbowed him to stop.

Alfred stopped laughing, but was still grinning like an idiot when he spoke:

"Dude! We should totally play this game to get to know each other!" He pulled a little packet of cards from the pocket of his blue jeans and held it proudly in front of Arthur's eyes.

"What is it?" Arthur asked.

"Can't you read? It's called _The Story of My life!" _Alfred said.

"Of course I can read the text!" Arthur said, annoyingly looking at the giant words covering the entire side of the card pack.

"But I have no idea what it's about. I've never played or even heard of that card game!" He said, glaring at Alfred now, annoyed.

"It's simple really!" Alfred chirped, totally ignoring the look Arthur was giving him.

"You pull out a random card from the pack, and it has a word on it. Once you have seen it, you have to tell what you think about it or how it is a part of your life. Even better if you have a story about it!"

"Eh…" Arthur replied, still not getting the idea.

"Let me give you an example! If I get the word _chocolate, _I can tell you why I love it so much or how I once almost burned my house down making chocolate chip cookies." He said, an excited grin on his face.

Arthur finally felt like he got the hang of it and replied:

"I think I kinda get it now…"

"Good!" Alfred said with a huge smile and Arthur wondered if Alfred ever stopped smiling or grinning.

The two turned so they faced each other, and Alfred placed the pack in between the cushions of their seats, just so it stayed up and it was easy to take a card from it.

"I'll start!" Alfred said and pulled a card from the pack. He looked at it and showed it to Arthur as well. The black font on the white background spelled "_University_".

Alfred didn't think about what to answer for too long and started:

"Now I know! I moved from Washington D.C to study here in Liverpool. I will start studying at the University of Liverpool this fall!"

"So you are from the US?" Arthur asked, even though the answer was obvious.

"Yep, lived there all my life!" Alfred replied.

Arthur picked up a card as well and read the word "_Age_". He showed it to Alfred and the boy gave him an expecting look.

"Uhh…" Arthur stuttered.

"Well… I am nineteen. I guess that's all you can really say about that?" Arthur said.

"I just turned nineteen yesterday!" Alfred said, grinning from ear to ear. Arthur just smiled back and mumbled a "congrats".

The game went on for at least an hour or so. The two both learned a lot about each other, and laughed every now and then.

But the game did get serious when Arthur told about his parents. He had no memory of either one, but Bethany had many pictures of them. When he mentioned it, he saw Alfred's smile turn into a slightly sad expression. Then, he had told Arthur about his own parents, which were rarely home and slightly distant.

The game slowly descended into a talk until it died down as well. Arthur thought that Alfred really seemed to like to talk and socialize, and that was good. Arthur really thought that he should socialize more, and talking with Alfred was good practice.

However Arthur was a bit surprised himself when he kept talking and talking. It all felt like it was so natural to talk with Alfred. And natural and effortless socializing was not exactly a daily thing for Arthur.

The rest of the bus ride went by dreadfully slowly.

The bus got stuck in traffic and the sun heated the air inside the bus. Alfred had to take off his hoodie and Arthur his sweater since it was excruciatingly hot. The two moved to the right-hand side seats, since it was in the shade. Then, if it wasn't enough, the air conditioning broke down.

Arthur thought it was almost comical as all of the maybe 10 passengers of the bus had moved to the shade and as close to the opened roof window at the center of the bus. The bus had made it about one third of the trip when the clock hit 11:35 and Alfred had had enough.

"Dude, this is so not cool!" Alfred said as he fanned the end of his shirt up and down to keep himself cool.

"Yeah, this sucks." Arthur mumbled. He was feeling drowsy from the heat and found himself tired. He leaned to the cool window and closed his eyes.

When Arthur woke up again he felt nauseous. He was like a dog, stuck in a car in a parking lot and just waiting for his owner to come back and give his some relief from the heat. However the driver of the bus was determined to get to Plymouth without stops and as Arthur looked at the clock at the front of the bus, he noted he still had many hours left of the trip.

As Arthur lifted his gaze he found Alfred reading some book.

"How can you do anything in this heat?" Arthur said and the American turned his head to look at him.

"I can't, I'm just trying to stay distracted from the heat…" Alfred mumbled and turned the page."

Arthur didn't bother replying anything, but instead visited the bathroom and drank at least a whole bottle of water.

This agony continued for another 30 minutes or so, until Arthur saw something in the corner of his eye.

From the front window of the bus he could see clouds in the horizon. And they were fast approaching.

Arthur elbowed the American and gestured at the clouds ahead. Alfred's face lit up with a smile. Arthur smiled too, he had never been so happy for bad weather in his life.

The clouds came over the bus in mere minutes, and after a bit, it started raining. Someone started clapping and laughed as the rain started pouring down, and soon the other people of the bus laughed and clapped as well, relieved since the excruciating heat was being steadily killed by English weather.

Arthur felt the relief of coldness spreading throughout the bus and Alfred suggested some other card game, which they played for a good while. After Alfred had won ten times and Arthur twice, they decided to have a late lunch.

Arthur had some simple ham and cheese sandwiches and some water, but Alfred had way more food; PB&J sandwiches, turkey sandwiches, strawberry juice and a packet of muesli bars.

The American probably noticed the jealous look Arthur had, and offered him a muesli bar. Arthur smiled and took the bar. He thanked the American and dug his teeth to the bar. He was instantly shocked by how much sugar and chocolate he could taste, but it wasn't a bad flavor. There was just no way the bar could be healthy and nutritious as the packaging read.

The rest of the trip was uneventful; the rain continued and the boys played one more game Alfred had with him. After that, the two read books or chatted or listened to the radio of the bus.

After many long hours of waiting, the bus reached the outskirts of the city. Alfred started chatting with Arthur excitedly about the villa and how they were finally here. Arthur could relate fully to the American's excitement; they were _finally _here!

His watch showed that it was around eight in the evening when they reached the bus station at Plymouth.

"About time!" Alfred grinned as he stepped out to the fresh air outside, and Arthur took a deep breath of the cool air himself. They dragged out the rest of their luggage from the storage area at the side of the bus, and Alfred called them a taxi.

A black Volkswagen was at the station soon, and the two were off to their villa. Arthur was drowsy and tired for the rest of the trip, and he noted that Alfred looked tired as well.

They sat in the car for longer than Arthur thought they would. The villa was truly isolated from everything, and they had been told by George that the closest store was at least four kilometers away.

After a 15-minute drive, the two boys found themselves in front of a villa in rain, and they were dazzled.

Arthur didn't think the bingo club could get their hands on something as gorgeous as the building in front of him, but was proven wrong by his green eyes.

The boys were standing at the path from the road to the villa's entrance. Around the path were flowers and long grass, obviously not cared for in a long time. The path itself was straight, and led to the right side of the villa, where there was a glass door.

The modern looking villa reflected the little light that got through the clouds brightly from its white exterior walls. There was a huge window the left of the door, reaching from the top to the bottom of the first floor of the villa, and a horizontal one above the door on the second floor. The villa had a flat roof and if the booklet was right, a large balcony on the back of the building.

All in all it was actually really minimalistic in Arthur's mind, but he didn't mind. He was taken aback by the drastic difference between Bethany's house and this.

Alfred however gave him no more time to think and wonder as he snatched Arthur's hand and started dragging him to the entrance. They moved slowly in the rain because of the amount of stuff they were carrying with them, but soon enough they reached the glass door.

Alfred shoved his hand into the pocket of his jeans and pulled out a key. He struggled with the door for a bit until the door slid to the right to open.

The two rushed inside, there was no cover overhead the door, just a flat wall, and the two were soaking wet from the rain.

They entered into a hallway with wooden closets painted black on the right wall and the left leading straight into what seemed to be the living room.

Arthur was extremely tired from all of the travelling and just threw his two big bags to the corner next to the door. Alfred did the same, and they started doing a little tour inside the villa.

Arthur went left since there was no other way to go from the little entrance room to the living room.

It wasn't as big as it appeared from the outside. It was square room with white walls with a long black leather sofa facing the large window. The floor was dark wood. Between the sofa and the window was a rectangular table with black legs and a glass pane on top of them as the surface of the table. At the opposite side of the window wall was the kitchen and dining room, which were both styled black and had a modern look to them. The table was small, made for two, and had a view to the sea from it. The kitchen was next to the staircase, which was behind the wall of the entrance room.

Arthur was looking around like he had never seen a house before, and it was clear that a house this modern was new to him.

"Wow!" Arthur said as his tiredness faded away.

"I know right? This is so awesome dude!" Alfred said as he looked around the downstairs. Arthur couldn't do much more than smile in agreement. The two then went on to climb the stairs.

The stairs looped around and had their own, thin, vertical window visible from them. There was also a door to what Arthur assumed was the balcony from the tall room, but didn't investigate. He didn't want to go outside to the rain, he was already cold and wet.

When Arthur reached the end of the stairs he saw a large window, just like the one downstairs. It faced the opposite side however and if it hadn't been raining he could have seen the sea from there. On the windowless side of the room at the back was a black wooden door leading into what he assumed was the bathroom. The floor was the same material as downstairs.

There was exactly one big white and black bed with its back facing the large window, and two black modern bookcases and a table between them on the windowless side. There was an office chair next to the table. A few large, round black bean bags were near the bed.

"Wait a second…" Arthur said.

"..Why is there just one bed?" The American completed the brit's sentence and they just looked at each other for a bit.

"...Well the bed is mine! Have fun sleeping on the couch!" Alfred chirped and stepped toward to the bed.

"No way!" Arthur blurted and grabbed the back of Alfred's tee. The boy turned back and looked him in the eyes.

Arthur was supposed to make some comment how Alfred deserved to sleep on the couch downstairs, but the look that the American gave him made it all go away. Some weird feeling overtook his thinking and he said instead:

"We can…share it? I-I mean I will call George about where the hell the other bed we were promised is tomorrow, but I don't want to sleep on a couch…" Arthur felt like a total idiot saying this to a person he hadn't known for even a week. Hell, it sounded stupid if said to anyone anyway.

"Whatever, just don't snore." The American replied after a moment and Arthur thought he saw the slightest blush on him when he turned back to face the bed.

The two then changed to some dry night clothes, even though Arthur usually slept naked when at home. However that was out of the question when he was sharing a bed with Alfred*.

The two were extremely tired from the trip, so soon after they had settled into the bed (as far away from each other with their backs facing the others), they fell asleep.

* * *

><p>*Arthur sleeping naked in the same bed as Alfred? Yes... how weird would that be...(insert evil laughter here).<p>

As always I tried my very best to not have errors in the writing, but you are blind to your own mistakes...

I hope you people got at least a basic understanding of how the villa looks. It was kind of new to describe something in such detail, but I think I made it kinda work?

Feedback is appreciated!


	3. Chapter 3

Hello again!

It has been slightly busy for the last few days, but I finally found the time to write this :D

This is a bit of a shorter chapter than the last two, but I think it still does the job. And you can see where I am going with this fic; slice-of-life style, slow-ish pace and a lot of fluff every there and there.

/And as someone pointed out, the winning number of 69 in chapter 1 was indeed intentional. Its _always_ the winning number for Alfred and Arthur ;)

(I still sadly don't own Hetalia.)

* * *

><p>Bingo! Chapter 3, by A True Shipper<p>

* * *

><p>Arthur woke the next day to the blinding light flooding in from the massive window behind him. Arthur took his pillow and tried to block out the light by placing it over his eyes; he wanted to sleep. But he had already woken up, and after a minute he threw the pillow off his head and sat up in defeat.<p>

As Arthur rubbed his sleepy eyes, he noticed that Alfred was not next to him. However there was some noise coming from downstairs and Arthur figured it had to be him.

Arthur turned his head to look out of the window. There, he saw a blue ocean maybe a hundred meters away. The waves reflected the bright light of the sun beautifully and the sky above it had only a few fluffy clouds, lazily making their way across the heavens. In the space between the villa and the sea, there were flowers and grass, waving in the wind.

Arthur was dazzled of the beauty of the scene and stared outside for a while, until he reluctantly turned away as his eyes started hurting from the brightness. Then, he heard footsteps from the stairs and turned to look at them, just in time to spot Alfred.

"Dude, you are finally awake!" He yelled to Arthur. He didn't let the brit to say anything before he continued:

"We really need to go shopping today. We only really have candy and crisps, and while I love them, I want some real food as well." He said as he walked right next to the bed.

"How are we going to get to the store? Wasn't the closest one a while away?" Arthur asked as he left the bed and stood up, matching Alfred in height.

"I don't know man. I didn't see any bikes or stuff here, and if we walk there, I think the food will be spoiled in this heat." Alfred said. Arthur sighed.

"Maybe we just are going to have to call a taxi…" Arthur suggested sounding defeated. Alfred nodded in agreement and disappeared downstairs to let Arthur swap to his normal clothes.

After putting on a pair of simple beige shorts like Alfred had and a red tee, Arthur walked downstairs to the kitchen. He was starving, but just as Alfred had told, there was nothing suitable for a proper breakfast. So instead, he ate two chocolate bars and washed it down with some lemon soda.

After his disappointing breakfast the two called for a taxi to come pick them up. A half hour passed, but then a taxi appeared next to the villa, similar to the one Arthur had been in yesterday.

After a short drive they arrived to the little store. It was in an area what seemed to be full of summer homes. There were many people to be seen outside their homes; kids playing, adults chatting and the scent of grilled sausages and other foods was noticeable.

"Man, smell that?" Alfred asked Arthur as he was about to enter the store.

"Yeah, we really should grill something as well." Arthur replied, even though by "we" he meant Alfred, since the brit was extremely bad at making any sort of food.

The two walked into the little store to find it relatively empty of people. Arthur grabbed a shopping cart. He pushed the cart to the section next to the door.

"We better get a lot of food, I don't want to have to start going here frequently by taxi." Arthur said and Alfred replied by nodding.

The two walked around the store picking up just about everything they liked. The trip had come with a good sum of money to spend on anything the winner (or in this case, winners) wanted on their trip, so Arthur found himself picking more expensive products than usual.

"I think what you said about grilling some food was a great idea, we should totally grab something to grill from here!" Alfred exclaimed as they walked to the section of the store with meat. Arthur had a look at the selection and suggested the chicken skewers. Alfred gave him a thumbs up and then disappeared to get the ingredients for hamburgers. Arthur also spotted some cheap corn to grill, and threw it into the almost full shopping cart.

A thought passed through Arthur's mind that shopping together for food with someone was something only couples and families really did, not roommates. He wondered what that made him and Alfred seem like to strangers.

'_But we would make a cute couple…'_ Arthur though and immediately pushed the outrageous thought out of his head.

After their little shopping experience, they took the same taxi back to the villa.

Once there, the two started unloading their massive amounts of food into the refrigerator and cabinets of the kitchen. After the monumental task the refrigerator was absolutely bursting full of food and drinks. Alfred didn't drink alcohol, so they had huge amounts of juice and soda instead. And Arthur didn't mind; the few times he had had anything with alcohol, he had suffered from _terrible_ hangovers afterwards.

"We should start grilling now, I'm starving and who knows what the weather will be like a few hours from now." Arthur suggested.

"Good, I'm starving as well. Ill grab some stuff, go have a look at the grill at the balcony." Arthur nodded and walked the little distance to the balcony door next to the stairs.

When he opened the window he was greeted by the warmth of the sun and a slight cool wind to balance it out. Arthur smiled, he was happy to have some good weather for once.

The balcony was a square, slightly in the air since the villa was on top of a small slope. The floor was made of light brown wood planks and the railing were of black metal. There were wooden steps down to the inviting green grass before the sea at the very back right corner, and Arthur almost wanted to go running there, like a small child without a care in the world.

The balcony had an outdoor table and chairs for two, and a big gray grill next to the wall of the villa. There were also a few white deck chairs pointing at the sea.

"Hey Arthur, help me with these!" Arthur heard Alfred's voice behind him say and he snapped out of his trance of just looking around in awe.

"Sure." Arthur mumbled and took some of the stuff the American was carrying with what seemed like great effort. He then noticed they had way too much food for just two, but Arthur felt like he deserved the feast.

Alfred and Arthur dumped the various foodstuffs to the little outdoor dining table and moved it closer to the grill to make a makeshift kitchen.

"Right! Whaddya wanna start making?" Alfred asked, smiling.

"Uhm… I kind of have a reputation for being a terrible cook…" Arthur said, looking at his feet and laughing nervously.

"That's alright! We don't have anything that requires expert skills to make here. But if you want, I can take over the grill and you could start working on the salad and cutting those corn cobs into halves, sound good?" Alfred asked, still smiling and Arthur smiled back at him as a sign of agreement.

As Arthur thought, even using the simple knife was a challenge. He cut the two corn cobs in half with relative ease, but preparing the salad was more difficult.

Cutting the salad leaves and other ingredients was itself a bit of a struggle, but he was also supposed to make some salad dressing. Arthur had the recipe with him, but managed to read some of it wrongly since it was hard to read because it was wet from some of the vinegar he spilled earlier.

He ended up with a weird mix of mayonnaise and a ton of vinegar with a lot of pepper. There were also lemon seeds mixed in the "dressing" since he failed to catch them when he tried to squeeze them for the juice. He didn't really think it through when he mixed the huge amount of "dressing" with the salad and ended up with a wet mess of vegetables which smelled strongly of vinegar.

Alfred, on the other hand, had filled the balcony with the lovely smell of grilled meat. Arthur cleaned up the little table of the mess he had made and set plates and a jug of ice tea on the table. Alfred brought in some chicken skewers with burger patties and slightly toasted hamburger buns, along with the corn.

"Wow, it all smells so good!" Arthur complimented Alfred and had a slight bit of jealousy towards his skills of not destroying all food he touches.

The two then sat down and started gathering all kinds of food onto their plates. Arthur saw the puddle of vinegar which spread through Alfred's plate as he grabbed some of Arthur's attempt of a salad. He didn't comment on it though.

"Alright, let's dig in!" Alfred exclaimed and started devouring his burger.

"Let's." Arthur said and took a bite of the amazingly good chicken. Arthur looked how Alfred ate through all of his food amazingly fast. However he didn't take a single bite of Arthur's salad.

"All of this is so good! Alfred complimented himself and looked at the salad on his plate.

"I understand if you don't want to eat it…" Arthur said quietly, sounding almost hurt, which he slightly was.

"No no no no! It's probably really good as well!" Alfred tried to convince Arthur and took a large forkful of the salad, and shoved it into his mouth.

Arthur could see the look in the American's eyes. He had hated it! Arthur was not surprised, but suddenly he felt like he hadn't really done anything for the meal and Alfred was probably not too impressed of his skills in the kitchen. And somehow Alfred's opinion seemed to suddenly have a huge meaning in his mind.

"Dude, this is fucking amazing!" Arthur looked at the American puzzled as he ate more of the salad. Arthur knew he was obviously bluffing, but it warmed his heart that he at least pretended to like the salad.

'_A true gentleman.' _He thought when he looked at the man with a warm smile.

"Thanks for the salad, it was really good!" Alfred said and stood up to start cleaning up. Arthur followed his example.

"The grilling was even better, thanks for it." Arthur said as he took the empty plates to the dishwasher.

After their little feast Arthur wanted to lay down for a bit. He then remembered the inviting grassy field next to the balcony and headed over there.

The long grass tickled his feet as he laid down on it. Arthur listened to the birds chirping and the almost silent sound of the waves. The smell of flowers was intoxicating and Arthur felt like he had reached a small part of heaven.

A quiet pair of footsteps came closer to his little paradise and he looked over to see Alfred laying down almost next to him.

"Isn't it lovely here?" Arthur asked the boy.

"Yeah, and look at the clouds!" Alfred replied and Arthur looked at the few puffy clouds floating above them.

"They are beautiful!" Arthur exclaimed. Arthur had always loved the outdoors when he was little, but his passion for the outdoors had faded with age. But now he felt like the seven-year old version of himself, and while he was too young to say that he felt like young again, he still somehow did.

"Look at that one!" Alfred pointed his hand to the sky. "It looks like a unicorn!" He said and Arthur chuckled a little at his child-like behavior. But the cloud did indeed look like a unicorn, and Arthur smiled.

Somehow that moment was like heaven to Arthur.

Later that day the two still slept in the same bed, and even though Arthur had remembered that he should call George about the bed, a part of him decided to 'forget' it. He was actually, for some reason, keen on sleeping close to Alfred and do everything with him.

And Alfred never complained when the two slept in the same bed again that night.

* * *

><p>There we go! As always might have a few errors there and there, but i'm only human. Feedback is appreciated!<p> 


	4. Chapter 4

Phew, I finally got it done. I actually wrote this chapter once before, but I decided It was way too angsty and came up with this. I hope it doesn't disappoint!

(PS. now with 100% more SuFin. You are welcome.)

* * *

><p>Bingo! Chapter 4<p>

* * *

><p>For the next few days, it rained. Arthur had suspected it, there was no way they could have many sunny days in a row, not in England anyway. Luckily he didn't mind living indoors for many days in a row, he had gotten used to this anyway. Alfred, however, seemed bored out of his mind.<p>

He had managed to get by Tuesday and Wednesday, but when Arthur walked downstairs from the bedroom on Thursday morning and saw Alfred making breakfast, he saw anger and annoyance in the American's eyes.

"Good morning." Arthur said as he walked over to the stove to see what Alfred was making.

"It would be, if it wasn't raining all the goddamn time…" Alfred said, anger in his voice as he flipped the bacon on the frying pan.

Arthur hadn't really been annoyed by Alfred before, but this was getting on his nerves. Unlike Arthur, Alfred seemed to need some time outside and activity every day. When he didn't, he was restless and bad company. And Arthur was the one who had to stand all that, he was the one stuck in the villa with him anyway.

Arthur glanced at Alfred annoyed, but hid his anger for the American like the gentleman he was.

"We should go visit someplace today. You don't seem too keen on staying inside playing board games and reading books…" Arthur said and the American looked at him.

"Like where?" Alfred asked with slight curiosity.

Arthur picked up the little booklet about their villa from the kitchen counter and started reading.

"How about a museum?" Arthur asked, even though he knew the answer already.

"Boring!" Alfred exclaimed and snatched the booklet for himself.

"Oh! There is an indoor sports hall!" Alfred exclaimed with a grin.

"No way!" Arthur replied angry and snatched the booklet back. Arthur didn't see how an indoor sports hall could ever be fun since Arthur hated most sports with burning passion.

"Come on! It will be fun!" Alfred tried to convince him. Arthur shook his head.

"Aww… Well I don't want to go alone, so if not there, where?" Alfred asked and Arthur was glad he had dropped the idea of an indoor sports hall.

"Maybe the booklet has some more suggestions." Arthur said and opened the "Activities" section so that they both could see it.

"Rafting! That's like, the coolest thing ever!" Alfred exclaimed with a grin and Arthur didn't know how the boy had spotted the text after looking at the page for just a split second. Arthur however did slightly like what he heard. He had been rafting a few years ago with some of his cousins, and while Arthur had been terrified at first, the experience had actually been pretty enjoyable. There was of course the chance that this rafting place they were going to could be much more extreme than he would like.

"…Okay, but no extreme routes." He found himself saying with slight caution and the smile on Alfred's face warmed his heart.

"Okay!" Alfred repeated and lifted his spatula in victory.

Arthur smiled at the childish gesture and said;

"Alfred, the bacon is burning."

* * *

><p>After a breakfast of burned bacon and eggs, the two took a taxi to the rafting river. Arthur wasn't too happy they kept using the taxi to get everywhere, but neither Alfred of Arthur could drive, so a rental car was out of the option.<p>

Arthur stepped out of the taxi to find himself standing in light rain outside an old, small wooden building which stood close to a river. He only saw a few cars, and the little building was seemingly in the middle of nowhere.

Arthur thanked and paid the driver the absurd sum the trip took, and he and Alfred walked through the door to the building.

Arthur felt a comfy warmth engulf him as he stepped inside and saw a little wooden desk occupied by someone who seemed like a receptionist. There were also few blue benches next to the walls and a few paintings about rivers and nature there and there.

Alfred walked to the tall man at the reception.

"Hi! We would like a rafting trip. …A calm one, if that's possible." He added as he heard the cough from Arthur.

"Greetings. We have a few seats left on our next trip, which is in about ten minutes." Arthur heard the very low and monotone voice say. The blonde receptionist said this with a slight accent Arthur thought sounded Swedish.

"Sure, sounds great! How much is it?" Alfred chirped and paid the sum the receptionist mumbled to him.

"Good, please put all important and non-waterproof things into those lockers." The receptionist told and pointed to some gray lockers in the corner of the little room Arthur hadn't seen before.

After sharing a locker to lock up their stuff and memorizing the code to it, they sat down on the benches to wait. There were no other customers, probably due to the weather and the minutes passed while Arthur talked with Alfred.

Then, out of the blue, a figure walked in to the room.

"Hi! You two must be our customers. I'm Tino, and I'll be your guide today." The blonde man said and before Arthur could even greet him back, Alfred jumped up to shake Tino's hand.

"Hi! I'm Alfred, and he's Arthur, my friend." Arthur felt a wave of happiness wash over him as Alfred called him his friend, and Arthur stood up as well.

"Hello." Arthur greeted politely.

Tino seemed taken aback by Alfred's hypersociality, but then smiled hesitantly and said:

"Follow me."

The trio walked through the door. They went around the building and continued to the slowly flowing river. Arthur saw three navy blue inflatable rafts on rocks next to the river.

The trio stopped next to them and Tino turned to face Alfred and Arthur.

"Before we go, I'd like to give you a few instructions." Arthur and Alfred just nodded in response.

"The river you see here flows slowly at the start here, so we have a bit of time until we get to the good bit. You both need life jackets and helmets, you will find them over there." Tino explained and pointed to some cabinets next to the back wall of the reception building.

Arthur and Alfred made their way there and Arthur found a bright orange life jacket of his size fairly easily. He then put on a horrible looking neon green helmet. Arthur was happy he remembered to take a raincoat and boots; the place didn't seem to rent them.

Alfred also found a matching lifejacket and a helmet, and luckily had been reminded by Arthur to bring waterproof clothing. They both looked ridiculous, but who cared?

Alfred and Arthur walked back to Tino to find him wearing similar gear. There was however a small boy, maybe ten, next to him.

Tino noted the questioning looks Alfred and Arthur were giving the boy, and spoke up.

"This is my son, Peter. Since we have room for one more, he wanted to come along." Tino explained.

"Aren't you… a bit young to go rafting Peter?" Arthur said and looked down to meet the boy's blue eyes.

"Don't get cocky! I might be a bit young, but I'm way braver than my father when it comes to rafting!" The boy stated confident, and Arthur saw Tino nod, looking slightly embarrassed.

"Good to hear! I'm Alfred and this is Arthur." Alfred said with a grin and nudged Arthur.

"Yeah, hi." Arthur said shortly.

Peter looked at the two for a bit.

"Is he, like your boyfriend or something?" Peter asked with an innocent curiosity and Alfred and Arthur both looked at the boy and blushed at the exact same moment.

"No, just friends." Alfred said hesitantly and Arthur just nodded. But Arthur didn't help but think; did they look like a couple?

"Oh okay, I was just curious. Let's get going!" The boy chirped and tugged Tino's sleeve.

"Erm… yeah. It's best we get going." Tino said, seemingly embarrassed of Peter's words.

* * *

><p>Soon, the four of them were sitting on a raft in the middle of the river, slowly moving with the stream. The weather had improved; the rain had stopped and there were a few cracks of light shining through the clouds.<p>

Arthur was excited. He was a bit scared of what was to come, but if Peter was coming along, surely the trip couldn't be too extreme?

Arthur and Alfred were sitting side by side in the front of the raft with Tino and Peter in the back. They had paddles, but they didn't need them at that moment.

"This is going to be so cool!" Alfred exclaimed and Arthur heard a loud "Yeah!" from Peter. Arthur wanted to believe Alfred as well, but was a bit scared, even though he didn't want to admit it even to himself.

The raft made its way lazily down the river, but after a few minutes Arthur noticed the speed was picking up.

"The best part is coming up!" Peter shouted. Arthur didn't know what to expect from the "best part", but then he saw the water foaming in the distance.

The sound of the water was getting louder and louder, and Arthur couldn't help but feel slightly nervous. _'Maybe this was a bad idea after all…' _He thought.

"Dude, you look pale." Alfred said and elbowed Arthur. The boy snapped back to reality from his worrying and muttered;

"I'm fine."

The raft started rocking up and down with the water. Arthur gripped the handle at the side of the boat tighter. Then, the raft hit the first bump.

The front of the raft rose up, and splashed violently down to the water. The resulting splash of cold water soaked Arthur's face. The raft went through another one, and Arthur's face lost color.

It was then when Arthur realized he might have been overconfident. He had been counting on the fact that he had done this before; but it sure didn't feel like it. The raft was rocking in all directions and Arthur felt sick. Then, he felt a warm hand grab his cold hand. He looked to his right to see Alfred looking at him concerned.

Arthur felt instantly better from the contact, and forced himself to pull it together. He forced the fear that had formed in his gut away. '_I should be enjoying this, not being afraid!' _He thought_._

"To the right! Now!" Arthur heard Tino shout. However he didn't have time to do anything before the left side of the raft collided with a rock.

The raft jumped over the small rock and splashed back down violently. All four jolted with the sudden movement and everyone was blasted with ice cold water. Arthur was now actually scared. The collision itself hadn't been that bad, but how did they not see the rock before? Arthur wondered if the route was more extreme than he thought.

But he wasn't alone. When he turned to meet the American's eyes, the overconfidence usually visible from him was gone. There was an expression of concern and slight fear, and Arthur thought he looked out of place and lost.

They didn't get much of a break. The raft's left side tilted upwards and the right downwards. The water was blinding Arthur and the cold water was freezing him. Arthur yelped in panic; what if the raft would flip over? The raft then returned to its normal position with a loud splash and the inside of it was almost halfway full of water. The sound of flowing water was like thunder in Arthur's ears, and in the middle of it all he thought Alfred had tried to say something, but it had been blocked out. Nobody could do anything when the raft suddenly went down the steepest drop yet, and Arthur and Alfred both screamed in panic. it hit the water forcefully, and then the ride calmed slightly. The raft hit one more bump, and Arthur accidentally bit his lip slightly, drawing blood.

The ride smoothened from there on.

"I'm so sorry! We weren't supposed to go through the left side of the river, it's more extreme than the right…" Tino spoke up as the sound of flowing water no longer deafened everything one could try to say. Nobody answered anything.

Arthur looked at Alfred. He looked even more shocked than Arthur was and Arthur barely held back a laugh. He thought it was kind of funny seeing him like that, but was also worried about him. Maybe this ride had been too much for the boy?

"That was so cool! AGAIN DAD!" Arthur heard Peter shout and wondered how the hell the boy found their little trip as "cool". Arthur was still panting, sweaty skin sticking to his clothes and cold water soaking his feet. It hadn't been as bad as it could have gotten, but that wasn't to say it wasn't bad. The scariness of the trip creeped through the adrenaline in Arthur's veins in delay, and he felt thankful to be alive.

"Paddle to the right. Our stop is there." Tino replied, ignoring Peter.

* * *

><p>The four of them were all wet and cold when they finally got back to dry land. Arthur took off his gear like the others and noticed how Alfred was still pale and looked distant. He didn't ask the boy why, but Arthur was concerned for him.<p>

"I texted Berwald. He will come pick up the raft and us soon." Tino said as he lowered his phone, which miraculously had survived their rafting trip.

"Who's he?" Alfred asked with a weird tone of voice Arthur had never heard him use before.

"My husband, the receptionist. I guess he never told you his name, he's a bit antisocial when it comes to new people." Tino continued and started moving his hands against each other to warm them up.

Arthur's mind started connecting the dots. He remembered reading from the booklet about the rafting place being a family business, and he had only seen two men and the boy.

Arthur suddenly felt the connection to Tino, like he always did when he met anyone gay. It was a weird feeling, but seeing someone who plays for the same team was refreshing.

"Okay." Arthur said and tried to warm his hands as well.

A few minutes later a big pick-up truck appeared to the little field they were standing in, and Berwald hopped out. Without a word, he helped Tino lift the raft to the back of the truck.

Arthur sat down to the left back seat of the truck, and Alfred sat next to him, still with the weird look from before. Arthur was now seriously worried; they needed to talk when they got to the villa.

The car rolled back to the building fairly soon, and Arthur and Alfred got back their valuables. Arthur called them a taxi back, and neither talked to each other before or during the taxi trip. However as soon as they reached the door of the villa, Arthur started asking questions.

"What is it Alfred, you've seemed a bit lost since the trip." Arthur asked as soon as he got his coat hung from a hook in the wall.

"Nothing." Alfred lied so obviously it angered Arthur. He grabbed Alfred's hand and tugged him so he turned to look at him instead of walking away from the hallway.

"C'mon, I'm not that dumb. Tell me, you are worrying me." Arthur said truthfully. Alfred sighed in defeat and gestured Arthur to sit with him on the sofa in the living room. They sat down at the opposite ends of the couch, sitting on the low armrests and facing each other.

"Well?" Arthur said questioningly.

"Well… I didn't exactly enjoy our little rafting trip…" Alfred stated slowly and Arthur nodded, encouraging him to continue.

"And I'm normally not really afraid of anything, but I was scared on that raft. As soon as I saw the panic on your face I… got scared. I felt so worried… and… ugh this is stupid!" Alfred looked down with anger in his eyes as he said it.

"It's not stupid to be worried for someone, or being scared. It's normal." Arthur said with a soothing voice he would use to talk to a five-year-old. But he was surprised; was all of this really because Alfred had been scared for what was going to happen to him? He felt slightly flattered, but was taken back to reality by Alfred's voice.

"I know, I know, I'm not five… but I don't want you to be scared, I feel guilty for dragging you with me." Alfred

"Don't be guilty idiot! You weren't in charge of it when we drifted off course to the other side, and if I hadn't wanted to come along, I wouldn't have." Arthur said angrily.

"Yeah yeah… you are right. I just… haven't felt like this in such a long time I'm reacting a bit weirdly." Alfred said as he lifted his head, grinning slightly. Arthur ignored the pretentiousness of it, and then realized how relieved he was to see that smile again. He smiled softly back.

"I don't feel like doing anything even slightly active for the rest of today. Games night?" Arthur asked and Alfred's grin widened into a smile and a laugh.

"Get ready to lose!" Alfred replied with a laugh and Arthur felt stupidly happy Alfred was okay. Or was he? Arthur thought Alfred had slightly faked his laughs and smiles, and this suspicion bothered him slightly for the rest of the day. He even asked himself why he was so worried for Alfred all of the sudden, but still he had a gut feeling Alfred wasn't telling the whole truth.

_'Something is wrong.' _His gut told him while the two played _Moneypoly_.

* * *

><p>Here ends the almost plot-free fluff, expect some twists next chapter. As always tried really hard to make my grammar and stuff not suck, but do tell me if I missed something or the story doesn't make sense somehow.<p>

I guess it was in character for Peter (Sealand) to be brave with water and all, his country is in the middle of it all anyway. I'm from Finland, and we don't call it the land of thousands of lakes for nothing. I guess Tino is pretty comfortable with water as well then.

(Idk if there are any rafting opportunities in actual Plymouth, but in this AU there is.)

Until next time!


End file.
